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might have hidden from me a small hoof
under your boots. Pray reassure me.
Good-by*

LIV,

PARIS, February 19, 1843.
FORTUNATELY it is the post-office which
made me wait so long for your letter. Al-
though I suffered from this tardiness, I did
not accuse you for a single moment. I am
glad to say this to you in order that you may
know that I am curing myself of my faults,
as you are of yours.

LV.

PARIS, February 27, 1843,
THE verb of which you are so much afraid
has always a very sweet sound, even if it
be accompanied by all the adverbs which
you know so well how to twist around it.
You frightened me, dear friend, when you
said that you dared not write, and that you
would have no longer the courage to speak.
You say the reverse of this when we sqret ? I have suspected for some time
